THE BARLEY FIELD

eggs to be had by leaning over. But he began to
think more and more about wolves, the detail of them,
the slope of a wolfs back against the stars, the way
they howled so that you couldn't tell where it was
coming from. He thought of two winters ago when
he had heard a dreadful shouting in the evening, and
ran up and found a friend of his with a great lump of
his throat torn out and eaten. The man's eyes had
been open much too wide, as though what he had
seen were worse than anything eyes are meant for.
He thought of children who had never come home
to their mothers. He thought of the inside of a
wolf's mouth, the smell, the horror of it,

He was getting close to the sea: he was rather
startled to find how close, suddenly becoming aware
of the sound of the waves six hundred feet below.
But if there was a wolf following one, surely one
would hear it above any noise - trotting beside one
for quite a long way, slinking quickly along the
hollows, enjoying the smell of one before it sprang!
He must keep a look-out for hedgehogs, though he
was too near the sea for them, and moles, little blind
moles that would be sweet in the pot. After a time
he saw a mole's pointed nose and great paws hunching
out of the broken turf under the pale green of the
sprouting blackthorn. He crept closer and closer, and
waited with an arrow on the string till it came right
up out of its crumbling heap into the shadow of the
bushes with its blind head. He shot, and missed*
That was annoying: and supposing it had been a wolf